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The Hamadriads from their shady bowers,
Deck'd up in garlands of the rarest flowers,
Upon the backs of milk-white bulls were set,
With horn and hoof, as black as any jet.
Whose collars were great massy golden rings,
Led by their swains in twisted silken strings;
Then did the lovely Driades appear,
On dappled stags, which bravely mounted were,
Whose velvet palms with nosegays rarely dight,
To all the rest bred wonderful delight;
And in this sort accompanied with these,
In triumph rid the wat'ry Niades,
Upon sea-horses tr-apt with shining fins,
Arm'd with their mail impenetrable skins,
Whose scaly crests like rain-bows bended high,
Seem to control proud Iris in the sky;
Upon a chariot was Endymion laid,
In snowy tissue gorgeously arrayed,
Of precious ivory cover'd o'er with lawn,
Which by four stately unicorns was drawn.
Of ropes of orient pearl their traces were,
Pure as the path which doth in heaven appear,
With rarest flowers enchas'd and over-spread,
Which serv'd as curtains to this glorious bed,
Whose seat of crystal in the sun-beams shone,
Like thunder-breathing Jove's celestial throne.
Upon his head a coronet installed,
Of one entire and mighty emerald,
With richest bracelets on his lily wrists,
Of hellitropium link'd with golden twists;
A bevy of fair swans which flying over,
With their large wings him from the sun do cover,
And easily wafting as he went along,
Do lull him still with their enchanting song,
Whilst all the nymphs on solemn instruments,
Sound dainty music to their sweet laments.
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